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As we reach Ludgate Hill, the usual grey
pigeons with green necks and pink feet are
walking placidly round the rescued Colossus of
St. Paul's Cathedral There is, I believe, no
Londoner to-day who could look on the surviving
black and grey dome and share the emotional
detachment of the pigeons. We stare incredu-
lously at the still barricaded crater where the
one-ton time-bomb fell, just missing the structure
itself. Leaving the car, we are driven by an
irresistible impulse of gratitude towards Provi-
dence and Lieutenant Davies's bomb-removing
squad up the wide stone steps and through
the one door still open to the public.

We move slowly along the black and white
floor, like a gigantic draughts-board in inter-
mittent sunshine. Iron scaffolding has been
erected round the Duke of Wellington's tomb,
* but the black marble sarcophagus of Lord Mel-,
bourne and his family is still protected only by
its confident inscription: "Through the Gate of
Death we pass to our Joyful Resurrection."
Close by, the gentle features of Sir Joshua
Reynolds's statue look with troubled compassion
towards the wrecked High Altar, as though
oppressed by the passionate human stupidity
which, with the ruthlessness of an angry child,
smashes the very treasures that in rational moods
it values the most.

The shattered fragments of the High Altar